66	A MODERN COMEDY
The kiss lasted some time, because all the feelings which lie
had not been able to express during the past three weeks
to her or to anybody, got into it. He sat up again, u sort
of exhausted," staring at the fire, and said ; u News isn't
bright—lost my job, Vic."
" Oh ! Tony ! Why ? "
Bicket swallowed.
" Fact is, things are slack, and they're reducin'."
There had surged into his mind the certainty that sooner
than tell her the truth he would put his head under the
gas!
" Oh !  dear !   What shall we do, then ? "
Bicket's voice hardened.
" Don't you worry—I'll get something" ; and he
whistled.
" But you liked that job."
" Did I ? I liked some o5 the fellers ; but as for the job —
why, what was it ? Wrappin' books up in a by semen t all
dy long. Let's have something to eat and get to bed
early—I feel as if I could sleep for a week, now Pm shut
of it."
; Getting their supper ready with her help, he carefully
did not look at her face for fear it might " get him tigync
inside ! " They had only been married a year, having made
acquaintance on a tram, and Bicket often wondered what
had made her take to him, eight years her senior and €3
during the war! And yet she must be fond of him, or
she'd never look at him as she did.
1 " Sit down and try this jelly."
He himself ate bread and margarine and drank cocoa,
he seldom had any particular appetite.
" Shall I teU you what I'd like ? " he said; " I'd like
Central Austrylia. We had a book in there about it; they
sy there's quite a movement. Fd like some sun. I

